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Another five minutes, and Elsley rang the bell
violently for hot brandy-and-water.

Mrs. Owen came back looking a little startled, a
letter in her hand.

" The gentleman had drunk the liquor off at one
draught, and ran out of the house like a wild man.
Harry Owen must go down to Beddgelert instantly
with the letter; and there was five shillings to pay
for all."

Harry Owen rises, like a strong and patient beast
of burden, ready for any amount of walking, at any
hour in the twenty-four. He has been up Snowdon
once to-day already. He is going up again at twelve
to-night, with a German who wants to see the sun
rise; he deputes that office to John Eoberts and
strides out.

"Which way did the gentleman go, Mrs. Owen?"
asks Naylor.

"CapelCurigroad."

Naylor whispers to Wynd, who sets the two little
girls on the table, and hurries out with him. They
look up the road, and see no one; run a couple of
hundred yards, where they catch a sight of the next
turn, clear in the moonlight. There is no one on the
road.

"Kun to the bridge, Wynd," whispers Naylor.
"He may have thrown himself over."

" Tally ho !" whispers Wynd in return, laying his
hand on Naylor's arm, and pointing to the left of the
road.